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Reached Vence on 2 February, still barely over a laryngitis that had
condemned me to my room for a fortnight, and considerably dulled
- moreover, exhausted by insomnia, or at least by the difficulty of sleep-
ing properly in an apartment exposed to the sounds, and irritated by
the interruptions, of Paris, etc. I was longing for the solitude I needed
to complete my CEdipe; but I also needed greater comfort than was
offered by the Vence pension where Herbart had reserved a room for
me, and where I thought I should die of cold during the night The
very next morning I ordered a car and rushed to Roquebrune where I
knew that I should find the warmest welcome at the house of my
friends the Bussys. . . .
I am writing these uninteresting lines seated on a sunny embank-
ment above the main road, waiting for litde Guido to pass after lunch,
His smile, the last time I was here, constituted my joy.
13 February
Saddened, the last few days, by the fear that little Guido may be
avoiding me. Nothing of the sort. I managed to find out last night He
went by on the road; I accompanied him to the village, where he was
going to mail a letter and where he remained for some time playing
with four other children, first in the streets, then on the terrace in front
of the school. Bright moonlight. I rather unwisely tarried with them
and even thought that I had caught cold again; but the attraction was
so great that I abandoned all prudence. Besides, the hope of going
back down with Guido kept me there. Utterly chilled, I dragged myself
away from them and returned home on the run; then, somewhat
warmed up, went back up to the village and found them still there,
unable to resign myself to leaving Guido. He was in a grocery, whence
he came out with a package and a bottle of bleaching water, and at
last I was able to go back down with him as far as La Souco.
There is hardly any desire in this; or it is so confused, so drowned
in a general liking, that it becomes indistinguishable. But the joy that
I feel throughout my whole being is so great that it makes me forget
my age, dominates all other preoccupations, all regard for the con-
ventions.
Roquebrune, 23 February
Ten days without having written anything in this notebook; all the
time it would have taken, but no desire. Frightfully dull days; gray,
cold, rainy weather. That insane curiosity, yes, that mania (for I yield
much more to impetus than to a new exigence, and I should be unlikely
to invent today, at the impulse of a diminished desire that at last lets
the bridle hang, the inner or outer acts to which habit above all incites
me and which I scarcely risk now save mechanically or through con-